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"Now," I said to the astonished applicant, "now,
you may go. You will leave the College compound
by the main gate. You will receive my decision by
post in due course. Leave your name and address
with my clerk who will show you out/'
The boy seemed to be watching a spot on the
floor on the far side of my desk. He got up smiling,
and started to walk down the room. Suddenly, I
remembered the bag of make, and jumped up. The
boy, hearing me move behind him, jumped too, and
then turned and smiled at me over his shoulder.
I leaned over my desk and saw the bag on the
floor, where the boy had been looking.
"Hi," I said, "you have forgotten your bag of
beans or whatever it is. You mustn't leave stuff
about in my office. I'don't like it."
The tears mounted slowly into the boy's eyes,
and he came back, beaten by utter puzzlement and
disappointment, into a pitiable silence. He picked
up the bag and tried to hide his face from me. I
was sorry for him, but I cannot decide if he be
more tragic than despicable, that anaemic, tearful
youth, father of three children born and one yet in
the womb.
I think I had meant when I started to write this
note to set down the peculiarities of the sixty-odd
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